A HUNT  FOR THE  NIGHTINGALE

sky, and when the field is down trust to luck to be
able to cure the hay, or get it ready to "carry"
between the showers. The clouds were lowering
and the air was damp now, and it was Saturday
afternoon; but the fanner said they would never
get their hay if they minded such things. The
farm had seen better days; so had the farmer; both
were slightly down at the heel. Too high rent and
too much hard eider were working their elFeets upon
both. The farm had been in the family many gen-
erations, but it was now about to be sold and to
pass into other hands, and my host said he was glad
of it. There was no money in farming any more j
no money in anything. I asked him what were the
main sources of profit on such a farm.

"Well," he said, "sometimes the wheat pops up,
and the barley drops in, and the pigs come on, and
we picks up a little money, sir, but not much, sir.
Pigs is doing well naow. But they brings so much
wheat from Ameriky, and our weather is so bad
that we can't get a good sample, sir, one year in
three, that there is no money made in growing
wheat, sir.'* And the " wuts " (oats) were not much
better. " Theya as would buy hain't got no money,
sir." " Up to the top of the nip," for top of the hill,
was one of his expressions. Tennyson had a summer
residence at Blackdown, not far off, *' One of the
Queen's poets, I believe, air," " Yes, I often see him
riding about, sir."eetM of theTerrors and the Splendors, the
